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Over Hephaestion's neck is laid one hand,

Lightly the other holds a spear ; but now

No passion fires his eye, nor deep thought knots his brow.

Like his own Pella breathes this upland air ;

A joy-born beauty flushes up his face,

O'er smoothing old fell rages, to replace

Youth in lost lines most indolently fair.

Remembrance is at peace, desire forgone,                    120

And those winged brows their watchful menace ease

In languor proud as a storm-sailing swan

New lighted on a mere from the wild seas.

Beat, thrilling drums, beat low, and pipes sound on,

While his full soul doth gaze

From thjs the topmost hour of all his glorious days.

in
The shy Carmanians awed
Gaze on that sun-like head.
" Is it he," they murmur, " who led
The mirth of the vineyard abroad ?                           130
Surely none else may bear
So regal a beauty ; yet why
On us turns not his eye ?
We have heard that he loves not care,
But the dance and idle glee
Of the laughing Satyr tribe.
Could toil those brows inscribe ?
Is it he ? is it surely he ?
Are these the revellers of his train ?
Yet surely these have passed through fire,   through
pain!                                                                      140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